A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
will have a good dinner, anyhow/ I say, as I watch
them depart; cnot that our cook isn't wonderful;
1 think he is, seeing his difficulties; but change lends
enchantment.' 'Did Reynolds get through?' I ask,
the orderly officer shakes his head, 'or Poker?1 I
add. 'Dead,' replies the boy, 'he tried a good bluff,
but the Bodies saw him!5 Toor old Poker/ I say;
4cheery soul if ever there was one.5 At this juncture
a doctor comes up. 'Morning, Doc/1 say. He salutes
and makes suitable reply. 'Colonel Morden should
go down or go to a suitable rest house/ he says;
'he's nearly off his head. Fve doped him quite a
lot, but he wants an entire change.5 'Do what you
like with him. Doctor/ I say. 'Last night/ says the
Doctor, 'he was found fighting under his bed with a
pillow, swearing it was a Boche/ 'Poor devil/ I
say, 'he's played out!'
We receive orders to move north by road and
lorry,
On the night of yth - 8th April, we arrive in the
line south of Araientieres. On the right are the
Portuguese. I don't like the feel of things - all is
quiet - too quiet. I go down the Portuguese front
with a colonel. We walk seven hundred yards and
scarcely see a sentry. We examine rifles and ammuni-
tion lying about. All are rusty and useless. The
bombs are the same. 'Where are the men?' I ask
my companion. A snore gives me my answer.
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